
r

"I was out nttendlng n poor fellow who
was shot through tho lung, nnd that fool of n
woman waited for mo to como back, instead
of following. I have brought you nn orderly
Instead of her. By Jove, ho has bledl I sup-pos- o

tho Bilk has slipiel. Well, there is only
one thing for it. Orderly, tho chloroform."

And then followed another long half hour
of slashing and tying and horror, nnd when
at last tho unfortunnto John opened his eyes
again ho was too weak to speak, nnd could
only smllo feel ily. For threo days nfter this
ho was in a dangerous state, for if tho artery
had broken out for tho third timo tho chances
were that, hnving so llttlo blood left in his
veins, ho would dio beforo anything could be
done for him. At times ho was very delirious
from weakness, and these were tho dangerous
hours, for it was almost impossible to keep
him quiet, nnd every movement throw Jess
into an agony of terror lest the silk fastenings
of tho artery should break away. Indeed,
there was only one way in which sho could
keep him quiet, and that was by laying her
slim white hand upon his forehead or giving
it to him to hold. Oddly enough, this had
more effect upon his fovcred mind than any-
thing else. For hour after hour sho would
sit thus, though her arm ached nnd her back
felt as if it were going to break in two, until
at last she was rewarded by seeing his wild
eyes ceaso their wanderings and close in
peaceful sleep.

Yet with it nil that week was perhaps tho
happiest timo in her life. Thero he lay, tho man
sho loved with all tho intensity of her deep
nature; and sho ministered to him, nnd felt
that ho loved her, and depended on her as a
babo upon its mother. Even in his delirium
her namo was continually on his lips, nnd
generally with somo endearing term beforo
it. Sho felt in tboso dark hours of doubt and
sickness as though they two wero growing llfo
to life, knit up in a divino identity sho could
not analyzo or understand. Sho felt that it
was so, and sho believed that, onco being so,
whatever her futuro might be, that com-
munion could never bo dissolved, nnd there-
fore was sho happy, though sho know that his
recovery meant their lifelong separation. For
though Jess had once, when thrown utterly
off herbnlnnce, given her passion sway, it was
not a thing she meant to repeat. She had, sho
felt, injured Bessio enough already in taking
her futuro husband's heart. That sho could
not help now, but sho would tako no iriore.
John should go back to her skter.

And so sho sat and gazed at that sleeping
man through the long watches of the night
nd was happy. Thero lay her joy. Soon he

would bo taken from her nnd she would lo
left desolate, but while he lay there ho was
hers. It was passing sweet to her woman's
heart to lay her hand upon him and see him
deep, for this desiro to watch the sleep of a
beloved object is ono of tho highest and
strangest manifestations of pns;o:i. Truly,
and with a keen insight into the hunmn heart,
has the poet said that there is 1:0 yy h..o the
joy of a woman watching what sho loves
asleep.

The timo went on and tho artery broke out
no more, nnd then nt lnt came n morning
when John opened his eyes and watched the
pale, earnest face bending over him ns though
he wero trying to remember something. Pres-

ently he shut his eyes again. Ho had remem-
bered.

"I have leen very ill, Jess," ho said, after a
pause.

"Yes, John."
"And j'ou have nursed me'"1

"Yes, John."
"Am 1 (joing to recover!"
"Of course you nre."
He shut his eyes again.
"I suppose thero is no news from outside?"
"No moro; things me just tho same"
"Nor from Bessiei"
"None; wo uro quite cut otT."
Then como a pause.
"John," said Jess, "I want to say something

to you. When people nre delirious, or when
delirium is coming ou, they sometimes say
things that they are not responsible for, and
which had better bo forgotten."

"Yes," lie said; "I understand."
"So," sho went on, in the same measured

tone, "we will forget everything you may

'7.
"WE WILL FORGET EVERYTHING."

fancy that you said or that I did since the
timo when you camo in wounded and found
that I had fainted."

"Quito bo," said John; "I renounce them
all."

"Wo renounce them all," sho corrected, and
gave a solemn littlo nod of her head nnd
sighed, nnd thus they ratified thnt audacious
compact of oblivion.

But it was a He, nnd they both knew thnt
it was a lie. If love had existed before, was
there anything in his helplessness nnd her
Jong and tender care to make it. less? Alnsl
no; rather was their companionship tho moro
perfect and their sympathy tho moro com-
plete. "I'roplnquity, sir; propinquity," ns
tho wiso man said; wo know tho evils of it.

From that day forward they forgot that
scene in tho sitting room of "The Palatial,"
when Jess put out her strength nnd John
bent and broko beforo it liken rush beforo tha
wind. Surely it was a part of tho delirium I

They forgot that now, alnsl they loved each
other with n love that did but gather forco
from its despair. They talked of Bestie, nnd
of John's marriage, and discussed Jess' plans
for going to Europe, justns though these
were not matters of spiritual life nnd doath
to each of them. In short, however they
might for ono brief moment have gono as-

tray, now, to their honor be it said, they fol-

lowed the path of duty with unflinching
feet, nor did they cry when the stones cut
them.

But It was all a living He, nnd they knew
It. For between them stood the irrevocable
Past, who for good or evil had bound them
together la his unchanging bonds, and with
cords that could not be broken.

CHAPTER XIX.
HANS COETZEE COMES TO PRETORIA.

When once ho bad taken the turn, John's
recovery was rapid. Naturally of a vigorous
constitution, when the artery had fairly
united he soon made up for the great loss of
blood which he had undergone, and a little
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moro flinn a month from tho dato or tits
wound was, physically, almost as good n man
as ever.

Ono morning it was tho 20th of March
Jess nnd ho wero sitting in "The Palatial"
garden. John was lying in n long cano deck
chair thnt Jess had borrowed or stolen out of
ono of tho deserted houses, and smoking a
pipo.

They satin silenco; John puffing nwayat
his pipo, and JcsS, her work ono of his socks

lying idly upon her knees, with her hands
clasped over it nnd her eye fixed upon tho
lights and shadows that played with broad
fingers upon the wooded slopes beyond,

John finished his pipo, nnd, although sho
did not know it, was watching her faco,
which, now thnt sho was off her guard, was
no longer impassive, but seemed to mirror
tho tender nnd glorious hope that was float-
ing through her mind. Her Hps wero slightly
parted, and her wldo eyes wero full of a soft,
strange ligut, while on tho wholo counten-
ance was a look of eager thought and spiritu-
alized desiro such as ho had known portrayed
in ancient masterpieces upon tho faco of tho
virgin mother. Jess was not, except as re-

gards her eyes nnd hair, oven a good looking
person. lint at that moment John thought
that her face wus touched with a diviner
beauty than ho had yet seen on tho faco of
woman. It thrilledjiiiii and appealed to him,
not as Bessie's beauty had appealed, but to
thatother sldo of his nature, of which Jess
nlone could turn tho key. Her faco was moro
liko the faco of u spirit than a human being's,
nnd it almost frightened him to seo it.

"Jess," ho said nt hist, "what are you think-
ing of?"

She started, and her fnco resumed its
normnl nlr. It was as though n mask had
been suddenly set upon it.

"Why do you ask?" sho said.
"Because I want to know. I never saw

you look like that before."
Sho laughed a littlo.
"You would think mo foolish if I told you

what I was thinking about. Nover mind, it
has gono wherever thoughts go. I will tell
you what I am thinking about now, whicli
is that it is about time wo got out of this
place. My uncle and Bessie will bo half dis-
tracted."

" Wo' vo had moro than two months of it
now. Tho relieving column can't bo far off,"
suggested John; for theso foolish peoplo in
Pretoria labored under n firm belief that ono
flno morning they would bo gratified with
tho sight of tho light dancing down a long
lino of British bayonets, and of Boers evapor-
ating in every direction liko storm clouds be-

foro tho sun.
Jess shook her head. She was beginning

to loso faith in relieving columns that nover
came.

"If we don't help ourselves, my opinion is
that wo may stop here till wo aro starved
cut, which we pretty well ure. However, it's
10 use talking about it, so I'm off to get our
rations. Let's see, havo you got everything
you want!"

"Everything, thanks."
"Well,, then, mind you stop quiet till I como

back."
"Why," laughed John, "I am as strong as a

horse."
"Possibly; but thnt is what the doctor said,

you know. Good-bye!- And Jess took her
big basket and started on what John used to
feebly call her "rational undertaking."

Sho had not got fifty paces from tho door
before sho suddenly caught sight of a familiar
form seated on a familiar pony. Tho form

as fat and jovial looking, and the pony was
small but also fat. It was Haas Coctzeo
none otherl

Jess could liardl believo her eyes. Old
Huns in Pretoria! What could it mean?

"Om Coetzeel Om Coctzeel" sho calfed, as
ho camo ambling past her, evidently making
for tho Heidelberg road.

The old Boer pulled up his pony, and gazod
around him in a mystified way.

"Hero, Om Coetzeel Hero I"
"Allemachterl" ho said, jerking bis pony

round. "It's you, Missio Jess, is it? Now
who would havo thought of seeing you hero?"

"Who would havo thought of seeing you
here!" sho answered.

"Yes, yes; it seems strangq; I dure say that
it seems btrnngo. But I am a messenger of
peace, like Undo Noah's dovo in tho ark, you
know. Tho fact is," and ho glanced round to
tee if anybody wero listening, "I havo been
sent by the government to arrange about an
cxcliango of prisoners."

"The government What government?"
"What government? Why, the triumvirate,

of course whom may tho Lord bless and
prosper as ho did Jonah when ho walked on
tho wall of tho city."

"Joshua, when ho walked round tho wall of
the city," suggested Jess. "Jonah walkod
down the whale's throat."

"Ah! to bo sure, so ho did, and blow a
trumpet inside. I remember now; though I
am suro I don't know how ho did it. Tho
fact is that our glorious victories havo quite
confused me. Ahi what a thing it is to bo
a patriot! Tho dear Lord makes strong tho
arm of tho patriot, and takes cure that ho hits
his man well in the middle."

"You havo turned wonderfully patriotic all
of n sudden, Om Coetzoo," said Jess, tartly.

"Yes, niksie, yes; I nm a patriot to the
bone of my back. I hato tho English govern-
ment; d n the English government! Let us
uavo our land back and our volksraad.

I saw who was in the right at
Lalng's Nek thero. All, those poor rooibaat-jes- !

1 shot fourof them myself; two as thoy
camo up and two as thoy ran away, and the
last one went head over heels like a buck.
Poor man I I cried for him afterward. I did
not liko going to flgiit at all, but Frank Mul;
ler sent to me nnd said that if I did not go he
would havo mo shot. Ah, ho is a devil of a
man, that Frank Muller! So I went, and
when I saw how tho dear Lord had put it into
tho heart of the English general to be n bigger
fool oven that duy than he is every day, nnd
to try nnd drive us out of Luing's Nek with
a thousand of his poor rooibautje, then, I
tell you, I saw where tho right lay, nnd I
said, 'D- -n tho English government! What
Is tho English government doing here?' nnd
after Ingogo I said it ngnin."

"Never mind all that, Om Coctzee," broko
In Jess. "I havo heard you tell a different
talo Iwforo, nnd perhaps you will ngnin. Tell
me, how ore my undo nnd my bister? Aro
they at the farm?"

"Almighty you don't supposo that I havo
been thero to seo, do you? But, yes, I have
heard thoy nre thore. It Is a nico place, that
Mooifontein, and I think that I shall buy it
when wo have tuniod all you English jeoplo
out of the land. Frank Muller told mo that
thoy wero thero. And now I must bo getting
on, or that devil of a man, Frank Muller,
will want to know what I havo been about."

"Om Coetzee," baid Jess, "will you do somo-thln- g

for me? We are old friends, you
know, and I once persuaded my uncle to
lend you 500 when ail your oxou died of the
luugsick."

"Yes, yes, it shall bo paid back ono day
when we have got tho d d Englishmen out
of tho country." And ho began to gather up
his reins preparatory to riding off.

"Will you do mo a favorl" raid Jess, catch-In- g

tho pony by the bridle.
"What is it? What is it, missie? I must

be getting on. That dovil of a man, Frank
Muller, is waiting for me with the prisonors
nt tho Boolhuis Kraal."

"I want a pass for myself and Copt. Niel,
and an escort. Wo want to got down homo."

Tho old Boer held ud bis fat bauds in

amazement.
"Almighty!" ho said, "it is impossible A

pass who over heard of inch a thing! Come,
I must bo going."

"It is not impossible, Undo Coetzee, ivs you
know," said Jess. "Listen! It I get thnt
pass 1 will sjienk to my undo nbout tho JCiOO.

Perhaps no would not want it nil back again."
"Ah J" snld tho Boer. "Well, wo nro old

friends, mlssie, und 'never desert a friend,'
thnt is my saying. Almighty! I will ride a
hundred miles I will swim through blood for
a friend. Well, well, I will seo. It will do- -

pend itt.on that dovil of a man, Frank Muller.
hero aro you to bo foff.id in tho wlilto

liouso yonder? Good. tho escort
will como in with the prisoners, and if I can
get it they will bring tho pass. But, mlssie,
remember tho 500. If you do not speak to
your undo about that I shall bo even with
him. Almighty! what n thing it is to havo a
good heart nnd to lovo to help your friends!
Well, good dny, good day," nnd off he enn-tere- d

on his fat pony, his broad faco shining
with a look of unutterable benevolence.

Jess cast n look of contempt aftor him and
then went on toward tho camp to fetch tho
rations.

When sho got back to "Tho Palatial" sho
told John what had taken place, nnd sug-
gested that it would bo ns well, in caso thero
should bo a lavornblo reply to her requost, to
have everything prepared for a stnrt, nnd

tho curt was brought down and stood
out.-id-o "Tho Palatini," and John unscrewed
the p::tcnt cups and filled them with castor
oil, und ordered Monti to keep tho horses,
which were nil wcU, tiiough "poor" from want
of proper food, well within hall.

Meanwhile, old Hans pursued tho jerky
tenor of his way for nn hour or so, till he
enmo in sight of a small red houso.

Presently, from tho shadow in front of tho
red houso emerged a horseman, mounted on a
powerful black horse. Tho horseman a
stern, handsome, bearded man put his hand
about his eyes to shade them from tho sun,
and gazed up tho road. Then ho seemed to
suddenly strike his spurs into tho horse, for
tho animal gave a sudden bound forward, and
came sweeping towards Hans at a hand
gallop.

"Ah! it is that devil of a man, Frank Mul-
ler!" ejaculated Hans. "Now I wonder what
he wants? I always feel cold down tho buck
when ho comes near mo."

By this timo tho plunging black horso was
being reined up alongside of his pony so
sharply that it reared till its great hoofs wero
pawing the uir within a fow inches of Hans'
head.

"Almighty!" said tho old man, tugging his
pony round. "Bo careful, nephow, be care-
ful! I do not wish to be finished liko a
beetle."

Frank Muller for it was he smiled. Ho
had made his horse rear purposely, in order
to frighten the old man, whom ho know to bo
n arrant coward.
"Why havo you been so long? nnd what

havo you donowith the Englishmen! You
should have been back half an hour ago."

"And so I should, nephew, and so I should,
If I hod not been detained. Surely you do
not supposo that I would linger in the ac-

cursed place? Bah!" and ho spat upon tho
ground, "it stinks of Englishmen. I cannot
get tho taste of them out of my mouth."

"Your are a liar, Uncle Coetzee," was tho
cool answer. "English with tho English, Boer
with tho Boer. You blow neither hut nor
cold. Bo careful lest we show you up. I
know you and your talk. Do you remember
what you were saying to tho Englishman
Niol in tho inn yard at Wnkkerstroom when
you turned and saw me? I heard, and I do- -
not forget. Y ou know what happens to n
'land betrayerf "

Hans' teeth positively chattered, nnd his
florid face blanched with fear.

"What do you mean, nephew?" ho asked.
"I ah! I mean nothing. I was only

speaking a word of warning to you ns a
friend. I have heard things said nbout you
by" and ho dropped his voico and whispered
a namo at the sound of which poor Hans
turned whiter than over.

"Well," went on his tormentor, when ho
had sufficiently enjoyed his terror, "what
sort of terms did you mako in Pretoria!"

"Oh, good, nephew, good," lie gabbled, do- -
Iightod to get on a fresh subject. "I found
the Englishmen supple ns n tanned skin.
They will give up their twelve prisoners for
our four. Tho men nre to bo in by 10

I told their commandant nbout Laing's
Nek and Ingogo, and ho would not bdiovo
mo. He thought I lied liko himself. Thoy
aro getting hungry there now. I saw n
Hottentot 1 knew thero, nnd he told mo that
their bones wero leginning to show."

"They will bo through the skin before long,"
muttered Frank. "Well, here wo nro at tho
bouse. The general is there. Ho has just
come up from Heidelberg, nnd you cnu mako
your report to him. Did you find out nbout
tho Englishman Copt. Niel! Is it tine that
hois dead!"

"No, he is not dead. By tho way, I met
Om Croft's niece tho dark ono. Sho is shut
up there with the captain, and she begged mo
to try and get them a pass to go home. Of
course I told her that it was nonsense, nnd
that thoy must stop nnd starvo with tho
others."

Muller, who had been listening to this last
pieco of information with intenso interest,
suddenly checked his horse and answered:

"Did you? Then you nro a bigger fool than
I thought you. Who gnvo you authority to
decide whether they should havo a pass or
not!"

CHAPTEIt XX.
THE OREAT MAS.

Completely overcome by this last remark,
Hans collapsed liko a jelly fish out of water,
and reflected in his worthless old heart that
Frank Muller wns indeed "a dovil of n man."
By this timo they had i cached the door of tho
little houso and wore dismounting, and in an-
other minute Hans found himself In the pres-
ence of one of tho leaders of tho rebcllio'i.

Ho was a short, ugly man of about 55, with
a big nose, small eyes, straight hair and a
Stoop. The forehead, however, was good,
and tho whole fnco betrayed a keenness and
ability far beyond tho avci age. Tho great
man was seated at a plain deal table, writing
something with evident difficulty upon a
dirty sheet of puper, nnd smoking a very
largo pipe.

"Sit, heeren, sit," he said when they en-

tered, waving tho stem of his pipe toward a
deal bench. Accordingly they sat down with-
out even removing their hats, nnd, pulling
out their plpos, proceeded to light them.

"How, in the name of God, do you 6pell
'excellency V" asked tho general, presently.
"I havo spelled it in four different ways, and
each one looks worse than the last."

Frank Muller gavo tho required informa-
tion, Hans in his heart thought he spelled it
wrong, but In did not dare to say so. Then
camo another pause, only interrupted by tho
slow scratching of a quill across tho dirty
paper, during which Hans nearly went to
sleep; for the weather was very hot, and ho
was tired with his ride,

"There!" said the writer, presently, gazing
at his handwriting with an almost childish air
of satisfaction, "that is done. A curse on tho
man who invented writing! Our fathers did
very well without it; why should not wo?
Though, to Iw sure, it is useful for treaties
with the Kaffirs. I don't believe you havo
told me right now nbout that 'oxccHoncy,'
nenhew. Well, it will have to serve. When

n man writes such a loiter as thnt to thoiep-resentatlv- o

of tho English queen ho needn't
inluil lit spelling; it will bo swallowed with
tho rest," no 1 ho leaned buck in his chair nnd
laughed softly.

"Well, Melnheer Coetzee, what is It! Ah,
I know; tho prisoners. Well, what did you
do!"

Hnns told his tory, nnd wns rambling on
when the general cut liim short.

"So cousin, sol You talk liko an ox wagon
romblo nnd croak and jilt, a devil of a

nolso and turning of wheels, but very littlo
progress. They will giro up tho twclvo men
for our four, will they? Well, that is nbout
a fair proportion. No, it is not, though; four
Boers are better than twelvo Englishmen nny
day ay, better than fortyl" and ho laughed
again. "Well, the men shall bo bent in ns
you arranged; they will help to cat up their
Inst biscuits. Good day, cousin. Stop,
though; one word beforo you go. I have
heard about you nt times, cousin. I havo
heard it said that you cannot bo trusted.
Now, I don't know it that is so. I don't

it myself. Only, listen; if it should
lx) so, and 1 should find you out, by God!
I will havo you cut into rlmpis with
nf terox sjambocks, nnd then shoot you nnd
send in your enrcass ns a present to tho Eng-
lish," nnd as ho said it ho leaned forward and
brought down his fist upon tho deal tablo
with a bang that produced a most unpleasant
effect upon poor Hans' nerves, and n cold
gleam of sudden ferocity flickered in the
small eyes, very discomforting for a timid
man to behold, however innocent ho knew
himself t'i be.

"I sivi iir" ho began to babble.
"Swear not nt nil, cousin; you nro nn elder

of the church. Thero is no need to. besides. I
told you I did not Mlevoitof you; only I
have had one or two cases of this sort of thing
lately. No, never mind who they wero. You
will not meet them nbout ngnin. Good day,
cousin, good day. Forget not to thank tho
Almighty God for our glorious victories. Ho
will expect it from an elder of tho church."

Poor Huns departed crestfallen, feeling
that tha days of him who tries, howevir skil-
fully nnd impartially, to sit upon two stools
at once nro not happy days, nnd sometimes
threaten to be short ones. And supposing
thnt the Englishmen should win after all as
in his hen.t lie hoped they might how should
ho thou prove thnt ho had hoped it? Tho
general watched him waddlo through tho
door from under his pent brows, a half
humorous, half menacing expression ou his
face.

"A windbag; n coward; a man without n
heart for good or for evil. Bali! nephow, thnt
is Huns Coetzee. I have known him for years.
Well, let him go. Ho would sell us if ho
could, but I have frightened him now, and,
what is more, if I seo rca-so- he shall find 1

nover bark unless I mean to bite. Well,
enough of him. Let me see, have I thanked
you yet for yourshnro in Majuba? Ahl that
was a glorious victory I How many were
there of you when you started up tho moun-
tain!"

"Eighty mon."
"And how many at tho end?"
"Ono hundred and seventy perhaps, n fow

more,"
"And how many of you wero hit!''
"Three ono killed, two wounded, nnd n

few scratched. "
"Wonderful, wonderful I It was a bravo

deed, nnd liecuuso it wus so bravo it was suc-
cessful. Ho must havo lieen mud, that Eng-

lish general. Who shot him!"
"Breytenbach. Colley held up a whito

handkerchief in his hand, and Breytenbach
fired, and down went the general all of a
hcni, and then they all ran helter skelter down
tho lalll. Yes, it was a wonderful thing!
They could have bent us buck with their left
band. That is what conies of having n right-
eous cause, uncle."

Tho general smiled grimly. "That is what
comes of having men who can shoot, nnd who
understand tho country, nnd are not afraid.
"N ell, it is done, und well done. I ho stars in
their courses have fought for us, Frank Mul-

ler, and so far we havo conquered. But how
is it to end! You aro no fool: tell mo, how
will it end!"

Frank Muller rose nnd walked twice up nnd
down tho room beforo ho answered. "Shall I
tell you!" ho asked, nnd then, w ithout wait-
ing for nn answer, went on: "It will end in
our getting tho country back. Thnt is what
tills armistice means. Thero uro thousands
of rooiliaatjes thero at tho Nek; they cannot
therefore bo waiting for soldiers. They are
waiting for an opportunity to yield, uncle.
Wo shall get the country buck, and you will
bo president of tho republic."

Tho old man took a pull at his pipe. "You
havo a long bead, Frank, und it bus not run
away with you. The English government is
going to givo in. Tho stars in their courses
continue to fight for us. Tho English gov-
ernment isns mad as its officers. They will
givo in. But il menus moro than thnt, Frank;
1 will tell you what It means"
nnd again ho let his heavy band full upon tho
deal tahlo "the triumph of tho Boer through-
out South Africa. Bali I Burgers was not
such a fool after all when ho talked of his
great Dutch republic. I hnvo been twico to
England now, and I know tho Englishman.
I could measure him for ids veldtschocns
(shoes). Ho know nothing nothing. Ho
understands his shop, ho is buried in his shop,
nml can think o nothing else. Sometimes lie
goes away and starts his shop in other places,
and buries himself in it, mul makes it a big
shop, becuuso ho understands shops. But it is
all n question of shops, and if tho shops
abroad interfere with tho shops at homo, or if
it is thought that they do, which conies to tho
samo thing, then tho shops nt homo put nn
end to tho shops nbrond. Bali! they tni: a
great deal thero in England, but, nt tho bot-
tom of it, it is shop, shop,. shop. They talk of
honor, and patriotism too, but they both give
way to tho shop. And I tell you this, Frank
Muller: it is tho shop that has limdo the Eng-
lish, and it is tho shop thnt will destroy them.
Well, so l)o it. Wo shall havo our blice;
Africa for tho Africanders. Tho Transvaal
for tho Transvualers first, then tho rest.
Shepstono was a clover mnu; ho would havo
made it all into an English shop, with tho
black men for shop boys. Wo havo changed
ull that, but wo ought to bo grateful to Shep-
stono. Tho English havo paid our debts, they
havo eaten up tho Zulus, who would other-
wise havo destroyed us, nnd they havo let us
bent them, and now wo aro going to have our
turn ogain, and, as you say, 1 shall bo the
first president."

"Yes, uncle," repliod tho younger man,
calmly, "and I shall bo tun second."

Tho great man looked ut liim. "You nro a
bold man," ho said; "but boldness makes the
man and tho country. I dare say you will.
You havo the head; undone clear head can
turn many fools, as tho rudder does tho bhip,
nnd guide them when they uro turned. I
daro say that you will lie president ono day."

"Yes, 1 shall lw president, and when I am I
will dri vo tho Englishmen out of South Africa.
This I will do with tho help of tho Natal
Zulus. Then I will destroy tho uutives, as
T'Chakn destroyed, keeping only enough for
slaves. That is my plan uncle; it is u good
one."

"Itisnbigono; I nm not certain that it is
a good ono. But, good or bnd, who shall
say? You may carry it out, nephew, if you
live. A mnu with brnins and wealth may
carry out anything if ho lives. But there Is
n God. I believe, Frank Muller, that thero
Is a God, nnd I liellovo that God bets a limit
to a man's doings. If hois going too far, God
kills him. If you live, Flunk Muller, you
will do those things, but perhaps God will kill

you. Who can say! You will do what God
wills, not what you will."

Tho elder man was speaking seriously now.
Muller felt that tills was nono of tho whining
cant peoplo in authority among tho Boers
find it desirublo to ndopt. It was what ho
thought, nnd it chilled Mtil'cr in splto of his
pretended skepticism, us tho sincere belief of
an intellectunl man, however opposito to our
own, is apt to chill us into doubt of ourselves
nnd our opinions. For a moment his slumber-
ing superstition awoke, und ho felt half
afraid. Between him nnd that bright futuro
of b)ood nnd power lay u chill gulf, Suppose
that gulf should bo death, mm tho future
nothing but n dream or worso! His fnce
fell ns tho idea occurred to liim, nnd the
genornl noticed it.

"Well," ho went on, "ho who lives will see.
Meanwhile you havo dono good servlco to tho
state, and you shall havo your reward, cou-

sin. If I am president" ho laid emphasis on
this, tho meaning of which Ills listener did
not miss "it by the support of my followers
I bcconio president, 1 will not forget you.
And now I must upsaddlu and get buck. I
want to bo at Lalng's Nek ill sixty hours, to
wait for Gen. Wood's nnswer. You will seo
nbout tho sending in of thoso prisoners;" nnd
ho knocked out his pipo nnd rose.

"By tho way, meinheer," said Muller, sud
denly adopting n tono of respect, "I huvo a
favor to ask."

"What is It, nephow!"
"I want a puss for two friends of mine

English people in Pretoria to go down to
their relations in akkerstroom district.
Thny sent a niessngo to mo by Hnns Coctzee."

"I don't liko giving passes," nnswerod tho
general with somo Irritation. "You know
what it menus, letting out messengers,
wonder you ask me."

"It is a small favor, meinheer, and I do not
think that it will much mutter. Pretoria
will not bo besieged much longer. I am
under nn obllgntion to tho people."

"Well, well, ns you liko; but, if nny hnrm
comes of it, you will bo held responsible.

V nto tho pass; I will sign it."
Frank Muller sat down nnd wrote and

dated tho paper. Its contents wero slmplo
"Puss tho bearers unhnrmed."

"That is big enough todrivc a wagon along,"
said tho general, when it was handed to him
to sign, "it might mean all Pretoria."

"I am not certain if thero uro two or threo
of them," answered Muller, carelessly.

"Well, well, you uro responsible. Givo mo
tho pen;" nnd ho scrawled his big, eoarso sig'
nature at the foot.

"I propose, with your permission, to escort
tho cart dow n with two other men. As you
nre aware, 1 go down to take over tho com
mand of tho Wnkkerstroom district
row."

"Very good. It is your nffnir. You nro
responsible. I shall ask no questions, pro
vided your friends do no hurt to tho enure;"
and ho left the room without another word

When tho great man had gono Frank Mul
ler sat down again ou the bench nnd looked
at tho puss, nnd communed with himself, for
he wns far too wiso a mun to communo with
anybody else. "Tho Lord hath delivered mine
enemy into mine hand," he said, with a smile,
and stroked his golden beard. "H ell, well,
will not waste bis merciful opportunities as
did that duy out buck shooting. And then
for Bessio. I supposo I shnll have to kill tho
old man, too. I nm sorry for that, but it can't
bo helped; liesides, if anything should hap- -

nE scrawlkd nis ma, coarse signature.
pen to Jess, Bessio will tako Mooifoutcin, and
that is worth having. Not that I want moro

. land; I have enough, ics, I will marry her.
It would servo her right if I didn't;

I but, after all, marriage is more icspect--
jhU; and also ono has more hold of

j a wife. Nobody will interfere for her. Then
Ao will bo of use to mo by nnd by, for a

J beautiful woman is a power even among
theso fellow countrymen of mine, if only a
man knows how to bait his lines with her.
Yes, I shall marry her. Bah! that is tho way
to win a woman by capture; nnd, what is
more, thoy liko it. It makes her worth win-
ning, too. It will boa courtship of blood.
Well, tho kisses will bo tho sweeter, and in
tho end sho will lovo mo tho more for what I
havo dared for her. So, Frank Muller, sol
Ten years ago you said to yourself: 'There
nro threo tilings wortli having in tho world

first, wealth; second, women, if they tako
your fancy, or, better still, one woman if
you desiro her nbovo nil others; third,
power.' Now, you have got tho wealth, for
ono way and another you aro tho richest
man in tho Transvaal. In a week's time you
will have tho woman you love, and who is
sweeter to you than all tho world lnsides. In
fivo years' timo you will havo tho power
absolute power. That old man is clover; ho
will bo president. But I am clevorcr. I
shall soon tuko his sent, thus" and ho rose
and seated himself in tho general's chnir
"and ho will go down n step nnd tako mine,
Ay, and then I will reign. My tonguo shall
bo honey nnd my hand iron. I will pass
over tho land like n storm, I will drivo the
English out with tho help of tho Kaffirs, and
then I will kill tho Kaffirs and tako their land.
All!" and his eyes Hushed and Ids nostrils di-

lated as ho said it to himself "then lifo will
lie worth living! What a thing is ixiwer!
What a tiling it is to IkjuIiIo todestroyl Take
thnt Englishman, myrivnl: ho is well
nnd strong; in threo days ho will bo gone ut-

terly, nnd I I shnll havo sent him nwny.
That is power. But when tho time comes
that I havo only to stretch out my hand
to send thousands after him! thnt will bo
absolute power; and then with Bessio I shall
bo happy."

And so ho dreamed on for an hour or more,
till at last tho fumes of his untutored imagina-
tion actually drowned his reason in spiritual
intoxication, Picture nftcr picture lose uud
unrolled itself lieforo his mind's eye. Ho saw
himself as president addressing tho volksraad
and compiling it to his will. IIo saw him-
self, tho supreme gcnernl of a great host, de-

feating tho forces of England with nwful
carnago and driving them lieforo him; ay, ho
oven selected tho battlo ground ou tho slojies
of the Biggarsgerg in Natal. Then he saw
himself aguin sweeping tho natives out of
South Africa with tho unrelenting bosom of
his might and ruling unquestioned over a sub-
missive peoplo. Anil, last of nil, ho saw some-
thing glittering nt his feet it was a crown!

This wns tho climax of his intoxication.
Then thore camo nn anticlimax. Tho rich
imagination which hud been leading him ou

0

as n gaudy butterfly does n child, suddenly
chungod color nnd dropped tienrth; nnd then
roso up In Ids mind tho memory of tho gen
eral's words: "God sets a limit to n man's
doings. If ho Is going too far God kills him,"

iho butterfly hnd settled on a coffin I

CHAPTER XXI.
JESS GETS A

About 10:30 on tho morning following her
intcrvlow with Hans Cootzeo, Jess was at
"Tho Pulatlnl" as usual, and John was just
finishing packing tho cart with such few
goods as thoy jMissessed. Thero was not much
chance of its being of any material uso, for
10 did not In luo slightest degree expect that

thoy would got tho pass; but, as ho cheer-fuU-y

said, it was as good an amusement as
any other.

"I say, Jess," ho sung out presently, "como
hero."

'What fori" answered Jess, who was seated
ou tho doorstep mending something, and
looking at her favorite view.

"Becnuso I want to speak to you."
Sho got up nnd went, feeling rather angry

with herself forgoing.
"Well," sho said, tartly, "here I am. What

is it!"
"1 havo finished packing the cart, that's

all."
"And you mean to tell mo that you havo

brought mo round hero to say that!''
"Yes, of eourbo I huvo; exorclso is good for

tho young." And then ho laughed, and sho
laughed too.

It was all nothing nothing at all but
somehow it was very delightful. Certainly
mutual ntrection, even when unexpressed,
has a wary of making things go happily, and
can find something to laugh at nny whero.

Just then, who should como up but Mrs.
Neville, in a grcnt stnteof excitement, and,
ns usual, fanning herself with her hat.

"What do you think, Capt. Niel! tho
prisoners hnvo como in, nnd I heard ono of
tho Boers in cliargo say that lie hod a pai
signed by tho Boer general for somo English
Ieoplo, and that ho was coming over to seo
about them presently. Who can it bo!"'

"It is us," said Jess, quickly. "Wororo
going homo. 1 saw Hans Cootzeo yesterday,
ond begged him to try and get us n pass, and
I supposo lio has."

"My word! going to get out? Well, you
nro lucky I Let mo sit down nnd writo n let-

ter to my great uncle at tho Cnpe. You must
post it when you can. Ho is 1)4 and rather
soft, but I daro say ho will liko to hear from
me," nnd sho bundled off into tho house to
givo her nged relative (who, by ttio way,
labored under tho impression that sho was
still a littlo girl of 4 years of age) as minute
an account of tho siego of Pretoria as time
would allow.

"Well, John, you had better tell Mouti to
put tho horses in. Wo shall have to start
presently," said Jess.

"Ay," ho said, pulling his beard thought
fully, "I suppose that we shall;" adding, by
wny of an afterthought: "Aro you glad to
gof"

"No!" she said with a sudden flash of pas-

sion and a stump of the foot, and then turned,
and entered tho house ngnin.

"Mouti," said J'ohn to the Zulu, who
around in a way characteristic ot

that intelligent but unindusti ions race, "iu-spa- n

tho horses. We nro going back to Mooi-

fontein."
"Koos" (chief), said the Zulu

nnd started on the errand as tl.oii h it w pre
tlie most every day occurrence to drivo oil
home out of a closely town. That
is another lieauty of the Zulu race; you can-
not astonish litem. T!n-y- , no doubt, consider
thnt that, to them, extraordinary mixture o
wisdom and insanity, tho w hite man, is, as
tho agnostic French critic said in despair of
tho prophet Zerubbabel, "capable do tout."

John stood nnd watched tho
absently. Tho fnct was that lie, too, v . --oi.
scious of n sensation of regret. He kit
ashamed of himself for it, but there it was;
ho was sorry to leave tho place. For tho last
week or so ho had been living in a dream, nnd
everything outsido that dream was blurred
and indistinct ns a landscape in a fog. Ho
knew the things were there, but ho did not
quite nppreoiuto their rehitivo flzo and posi-
tion. Tho only real thing was his dream; all
eho was as vague as those far off people and
events that wo loso in infancy and flu 1 again
in old age.

And now thero would bo nn end of dream-
ing; tho fog would lift, nnd ho must faco tho
facts. Jess, with whom ho had dreamed,
would go away to Eurojio nnd he would
marry Bessie, and all this Pretoria business
would glido nwuyinto tho past liko a watch
in tho night. Well, it must bo so; it wus
right nnd proper that it should bo so. nnd ho
for ono wns not going to flinch from hisdutv;
but he would havo been more than hunnn
hud ho not felt tho pang of uwak-Miin- . It
was nil to veiy unfortunate.

By this timo Mouti hnd got tho horsis up,
and askul if ho was to inspun.

"No! wait a hit," said John. "Verylikily
it is all rot," ho added to himself.

Scarcely wero tho words out of his mouth
when ho caught sight of two armed Boers of
u peculiarly unpleasant typo and rough np
pearanco riding across tho veldt toward
"The Palatial" gate, escorted by tour car-
bineers. At tho goto they btopp,'d, and ono
of them dismounted nnd came up b where ho
was standing by the stable door.

"Capt. NieW" ho said interrogatively in
English.

"That is my name."
"Tlien hero is a letter for you," and li

handed him n folded paper,
John ojwned it it had no envelop and

rend as follows:
"Sir Tlio lienrcr of this has with l.i.-- i a

pas, which it is understood that you iltio,
giving you nnd Miss Jess Crofta sufei-o-'duc- t

to Mooifontein, in the Wnkkerstroom district
of tho republic. Tho only condition attached
to tho pass, which is signed by ono of tho lion-orab- lo

triumvirate, is that you must carry no
dispatches out of Pretoria. Upon your giving
your word of honor to tho benrer that you
will not do this ho will hand you the pass."

This letter, which was fairly written und
in good English, had no signature.

"Who wroto this?" asked John of tho Boer.
"Thnt is no affair of yours," was tho curt

reply. "Will you pass your word about tho
dispatches!"

"Yes."
"Good. Hero is tho jiass," anil ho handed

over that document to John. It was in tho
samo handwriting as tho letter, but signed by
tho Boer general.

John examined it nnd then called to Jess to
como nnd translate it. Sho was on her wnj-roun-

d

tho corner of tho liouso as ho did fo,
having heard tho voico of tho Boer,

"It means, 'Pass tho bearers unharmed,' "
she said, "and tho signature is corivt. I havo
seen tho general's signature before."

"When must wo slnrti" asked John.
"At once, ornptnt all."
"I must drivo round by the headquarter

enmp to explain nbout my going. They will
think that I have run away,"

To this tho Boer demurred, but finally,
after going tq tho gate to consult his com-
panion, consented, nnd the two rodo back to
tho headquarter camp, saying that thoy
would wait for tho cart there, whereupon tho
horses wero insimmicd.

In flvo minutes everything was ready, and
tho cart was standing in tho roadway in
front of tho littlo gate. After ho had looked
to nil tho straps and buckles and seen that
everything was properly packed, John went


